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HOBOHEMIA 


HEN Miss Elizabeth Robinson changed her 
first name to Ysetta,” Mr. Brown knew that 
there was danger of her becoming incurably 
artistic. Mr. Dennis J. Brown lived with hie 
widowed mother on Maple Hill, which 
is the guest-towel section of Northern- 
polis, Mr, Brown was thirty-eeven— 
twelve years older than Ysetta. He was 
the general manager of the In- 
jand Lumber and Construction 
Company. He talked quickly 
and had a well-shaped nose, 
‘and wasn't too bald, and sang a 
colorado-maduro barytone, and 
made eleven thousand dollars 
a year, and loved Elizabeth- 
‘Yeetta true. He had plans for 
a bungalow, with a vacuum 
cleaner and Ysotta ax modern 
improvements. 

But Yoetta's plans were en- 
tirely different, She had As 
pirations, and she was going to 
have a Career also, ax 000 ns 
ithe could decide what to career 
about. She felt that it wasn't 
respectable for one who was 
Different to be respectable 
She tried to make Mr. Brown 
understand how Different she 
‘was; but he would stare at her 
delicate face, framed in an oval 
hy colled flaxen braids, and 
chuckle: * 

She'll make the dan 
intown, when she settles down 
and cuts out the Urges.” 

For four yenrs now Ysetta had had a new Urge every season. 
family got back from the summer cottage at the lake she would eatch an Urge. One 
winter ahe painted. The next she did Interpretative Dancing. Her demonstration of 
Exprit de Printemps, which is believed to mean The Spring Drive, was greatly applauded. 
It consisted of a foul, a bunt, and a long slide for base. But Ysetta caught cold from 
wearing a dancing costume consisting of faith, hope and a good deal of charity, and 
she changed her Urge to being Economically Independent. 

She borrowed eight hundred dollars from her father and Mr. Brown, and started 
Ye Precious Shoppe, where she sold tea, cakes, irregular jewelry, and orange tables with 
acarlet borders—that is, she really did sell some of the tea, She was so successful at 
being Economically Independent that she waa only a thousand dollars in debt at the 
end of the season; but her father, who was s large red man with curvature of the 
waistcoat, grunted that obe was a darn sight more independent than economical, and 
wound up the business 

Yeetta didn't much mind, because she wan coming to see that her Métier—n Métier 
ia an Unge that you cash in on—was to deal in wares more subtle than tables, even 
orange-colored tables with bright red borders. She decided that she was going to 
deal in mystical and singing words, and reveal America to iteelf—in fact, run a Poetic 
Sightseeing Coach. 

Mr. Brown encouraged her— 


‘The minute her 


rhen he had done a few calculations on the office 
adding machine, and estimated that for the coat of orie quite mall orange table Ysetta 
could get enough paper and ink to write two volumes of verse and one long-novel. He 
gave her a box party at the best movie house in town to celebrate her inauguration as 
a genius. He pictured a future in which his clever wife, Yaetta, would come s-running, 
bringing a new poem along with his slippers in the evening. Chestnut eyes shining, 
she would ery 

“Dennis, I have written a poem to you, my hero!" 

In intervals of selling laths and portable houses, Mr. Brown tried to keep up with 
the books she was reading. Now he could get private satisfaction out of the financial 
columns or the literary efforts of the biographers of Jess Willard and Fred Fulton, 
but he did not find much entertainment in An Analysis of the Sociological Facto 
Realistic Fiction, ‘He was a patient wooer, however, and he even permitted Ysctta 
to toll him to the Maple Hill Literary and Short Story Club, 

‘The Short Story Club met in the charming residence of Mrs. Solomon Smoot, with 
its tufted leather chair and printa of red-coated huntamen. ‘They were « jolly bunch, 
very modest and informal, despite the marked talent which had been discovered among 
them. There was the Reverend Justus Fliff. There was Mrs. Pliff, who wrote the 


ne Saffron ts the Worst Intrigwes 


By SINCLAIR LEWIS 


TELUSTRATED BY IRMA DEREMEAUE 


sweeteat little sunshine atoriea, one of which had been published in 
the Sunday News and had attracted attention all over the state 
though you would never guem it, to see the doprecating way In 
which Mra. Fliff replied to questions by the less succemdul writers 
There was Nittie Smith, the child wonder, who at thirte 
written more than one hun 
dred poems. 

Besides these profes 
sional authors, Mr, Brown 
was introduced to some 
thirty intellectuals, all of 
whom showed remarkable 
promise 

It must be anid for fem. 
m that most of them 

Cowering behind the 
gilded pine-cone portiire, 
Mr, Brown discovered = 
large embarrassed m 
wham he had met at the 
country elub. 

“My Lord, what you 
dolig here?" they said te 
each other, and shook hands 
denperately, just as Yetta 
and the spouse of the large 


r 
™ 


male bore down on them 
nd dragged them out 
into the parlor, where 


thirty church-social chaire were arran 


Mru. Fliff rad a short story which she had written all by hand 
prefaced it by observing that the 


sho 
the typewriter explained the low 


level of style exhibited by the so-called popular writers of the day. She 
drew a long breath, tucked her hair back over her right ear, amiled nery- 
‘ously at her admiring friends, and read the story, Dora of the Redwoods. 


It was a virile cormposition regarding a young wo 
Sequoia, also among numerous handsome mountaina 
d ‘got in wrong. ‘The strong silent man back home, who had » heart of gold, 
if he did not own a toothbrush, had been waiting for Dora all the time. He wont 
up to the city and brought her back, presumably to tend the redwoods for the reet af h 
life, Mrs. Fliff gathered her daintily written pages of manuscript, rolled therm 
tied them with a blue ribbon, and begged: 

“T didn’t know how terribly bad it was till I read it to all you terribly severe critic 
and now I want you to tell me how terribly bad it ix. I don’t want praise—I just 
want you to say frankly what you think 

Mrs. Solomon Smoot confessed that I 
Stevenson, Juck London and Marie Corelli 

Mr, J.’ Edwin Bindle wondered if it wouldn't be better to 
Redwood Forests. He didn’t, he submitted, wish to be crankorious, and aside from 
this teeney-weeney point, it struck him as how the story was poe-#o-lutely pe 
Everyone smiled; Mr. Bindle was so whimsical and original in the worda be 
everyone's umile became unesuy as the authoress objected 

* Really ould think you could see that my title in more crisp and p 
chose it as having that simplicity which l the brand-new keynote in art 
understand, I do want all possible adverse criticisrf, it is so helpful; but in t 
seem to me that you are most unjust 

Everyone stared coldly at Mr. Bindle 

‘The librarian of the Maple Hill Brrnch asked Mrs. Fliff if she had submitted the 
story to the magazines. The librarian said that, from her long profesiona: literary 
experience, ahe knew that any magazine would be glad to have 

‘Oh, I guess they wouldn't care for it,” xaid Mru. Fliff bravely, “thou 


resided among the 
sunsets, but went to the 


ra of the Redwoods reminded ber of 


call it Dora of the 


say that when I read the stupid hackneyed stuff that all these editors do print, I ofte 
think I just couldn't help doing as well ax that anyway! Now I want you good peopl 
to give me further frank criticism. "Tis only by correction, you know, that we 


climb to fame and a wider usefulness.” 

But it seemed that Dora of the Redwoods wan one of those chaste gems in which p 
one, save a smart Aleck like J. Edwin Bindle, could find single fault. Ono elub member 
pointed out that the dénouement was perfectiy splendid, while another preferred the local 
color and heart interest, and a third moved that they give three rousing for dear 
Dora of the Redwoods. 

Mr. Brown, of the Inland Lumber Company, had been suffering in a manner suggestive 
of & person afflicted with neuralgia at an ice-cream party. He had kept himaalf from 
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saying anything by fingering a cigar in his upper waistcoat 
pocket till he had cracked the wrapper. Under cover of 
the cheer he leaned toward Ysetta and humbly inquired: 

“Say, am I right? It strikes me that dear Dora in 
indescribably rotten.” 

Yaotta stared. 

“Why, no! Of course poor little Mra, Fliff hasn’t had 
the opportunities that some of us have, but it’s a very 
sweet little story.” 

“You'll admit it's hackneyed, and any fool could guess 
how it was coming out, and dear Dora is about as human 


(ppowe 20. 
“And the story had all the pep of the Mc-Mac pages 
In the phone book, and Mra. Fliff doesn’t know anything 
about redwoods—she's got ‘em balled 
up with firs, 
“Still, it la a sweot little — 
see. Otherwise it’s all right, 
“Of courwe it ial” 

‘Yootta seemed excited over all forma 
of optimistie fiction, from dear Dora to 
the charlotte russew which Uhey later got 
as Mr. Brown could not 
understand her exhilaration, 

He did understand, a week after the 
club meeting, when he received a note 
from Yeetta informing him thut she was 
going to New York to live, She was to 
take courses in English literature and 
fiction writing at Columbia University, 
and devote herself to the Life Beautiful. 
He was able to nee her only once before 
she went, and then she was illusive 
id rather exasperating. She appeared 
to have been snatched up to a plane 
higher than his. Only when he took 
hin hat and said deapairingly, “I don't 
suppose you'll miss poor old Dennia at 
all in N, Y,," did she come down to his 
level, Sho ran to hlin and put ber hands 
‘on his aboulders, ‘She let him kiss her once. 

* Maybe Tahal mis you there,” she murmured. 

Nl be much a fitele nobody in New York, among 
al) those frightfully wonderful Bohemian people, 
xd you are #o staunch and good, even if you haven't 
any artistic impulees.” She broke from him and skipped 
upstairs 

Mr. Brown retrieved his good new hat from the floor, 
rubbed it with his sleeve, put it on carefully, then remem- 
bored that he wan « lorn lover and amumed a terrific aspect: 
of hopelemanvesn 
T've got to lay in a supply of artintic impulses, then,” 
he aaid to bimself. “It will raise hob with the lumber busi 
nem, but I've got to come toit. Why not? Never saw the 
business deal yet I couldn't pull off, Lewace, I guess I 
could learn poeting in ® couple weeks.” 

Ho went home rather thoughtfully. He took from his 
prin desk a bunch of discarded stationery, On the back 
of a letter headed “Lumber that Laste, Inland Co, for 
Keeps," he indited a small poem entitled “Thine Lips, 
Dear Love.” 

He read it aloud, 

“Gooh, that fan’t so bad!" he mused. 

All next week he read s riming dictionary in the office. 

“The old man in up to something,” whispered the office 
force. “Can you bent it—him that always wears two- 
dollar neckwoar coming out with one of those fufly 
socialist ties? Betcha & hat he's going out for amateur 
dramatic. 

‘To Mins Yeetta Robinson, in New York, Mr. Brown was 
writing long biwookly letters descriptive of the state of 
his business. Mis Yuetta, in short fortnightly letters, 
replied that New York wan very large, and her instructors 
{in college perfect deurs, and had Mr. Brown read the 
latest novel? Mr. Brown never had. But he paid his 
secretary thrée a week extra to keep in touch with the 


Haye you got hold of 
Gaston Rakowsky’s new novel yet? Tremendous! Never 
read anything more realistic than R's description of the 
back room of a butcher shop.” 

With a plaintive hope that Yaetta would approve, Mr. 
Brown joined the Short Story Club, When Mrs. Smoot, 
in ber cunning way, tapped him on the arm and said: 
“Naughty, naughty mans! Oo haven't written one bitsie 
story yet, and we all want to hear from you so much!” 
then Mr, Brown understood the pleasures of frightfulness, 
But he cneaked out for a smoke, and was able to hang on 
and write Yetta full details about her admired friends, 
Mrs. Fiiff and Mrs. Smoot and J. Edwin Bindle. 

Yaetta never commented on his tidings about the Sap- 
phos and George M. Cohans of Maple Hill. Her letters 
grew more infrequent. At last, when he asked about her 
return to Northernapolis, uhe broke out with one long 
letter, 

‘She hoped that she would never see the provincial hole 
‘again till she was an independent and famous woman, ahe 


—enemantle —— 
“Weald Yee Realty Like « Big Meriherearatis Sender 


wrote. Her finer self had been bound by tradition and 
bourgeoia ignorance, in Northernapolis, And at last she 
hhad been in Hobohemia. 

Hobohemia is the place and state of being talented snd 
free. It ia to be found adjacent to the bur of the Café 
Liberté. In Hobohemia, Ysetta had seen several women 
drinking ojen cocktails, ‘and heard a man in @ sky-blue 
‘shirt with a soft col- 
lr say that he wax 
an anarchist. She 
hhad been introduced 


With Dumplings and Chichen and Mince Pi 


to an actor in the Hobohemian Players, and to Max Pincus, 
the celebrated landscapist, and to Mrs. Saffron, the radical 
leader; and with her own eyes she had seen Jandorff Fish, 
the novelist, eating hors-d'auvres. 

‘Then Mr. Brown realized that it was useless to implore 
‘Yootta to come back, If he ordered hore-d'auvres in any 
restaurant in Northernapolis, the waiter would bring a 
‘Swise-cheese sandwich. The only thing Mr, Brown could 
do was to go to New York and become hore-d'aruvry. 

He took a three-months leave of the Inland Lumber 
Company. He estimated that thrve months would be 
‘enough for a man who believed in card catalogues, instead 
of ojen cocktails and sky-blue shirts, to succeed in literature, 


u 
PON the eastbound train Mr. Brown aat in hin com- 
partment und wrote short stories, Whenever he 
found them getting interesting to himself, he decided that 
they probably were lowbrow, and tore them up and took 
a fresh start. 

Mr. Brown had been in New York before. He knew it 
as two hotels, seven theaters, six cabarets, three office, a 
lumberyard and a subway. He went airily to the Grand 
Royal Hotel and telephoned to Yeetta, 

She did not sound particularly welcoming as she 
demanded: 

“What are you doing here?’* 

“Just got in sminit, I'm here on busines. May be 
kept in the city for some weeks, working up some deals."* 

“Deals! ‘This isn’t the city of denis! It's the city of the 
strong red wine of life.’ 

“Yeh, I know, honey,” he humbly agreed, “I'm going 
to shoot « beaker of that myself, as soon as I get out of thin 
hot phone booth. But say, Bens—Ysetta—whatcha doing 
to-night? Can I take you out to dinner’ 

No, not possibly to-night. But you may come up 
to-morrow afternoon, and I'll give you nome tea.” 

Did Mr. Brown spend his first evening in wandering 
solitary about the streets? No, Mr, Brown did not. 
Mr. Brown telephoned to the chief lumber jobber in New 
York, arranged for un introduction to the managing editor 
‘of the Morning Chronicle, and dined cheerful at the Hotel 
Gorgonzola y Vino, which is #0 expensive that patrons try 
to slip by the hat-boy without claiming their coats at all, 
He attended the new musical review, Can You Beat It, 
Bo? and applauded, not like « soul recently called to the 
finer life, but like a buyer who had come on without The 
Wile. 

At midnight, very pink and cheerful and brisk, with 
carnation in his buttonhole and a stick swinging, all as 
glomy and luxurious as the orange back of a new ten-dollar 
bill, Mr, Brown arrived at the office of the Morning Chron- 
icle, and talked to the managing editor for ten minutes. 
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He wanted, he said, to hire a good press agent, and » man 
who could think up plota for stories but was too lazy to 
write them. 

For the publicity, the editor suggested Bill Hupp, who 
had been prees agent for the Vampire Film Company till 
the recent consolidation. As to plots, there was Oliver 
Jusselby, who was always 80 exhausted by telling what 

genius his plots showed that he never wrote a 
thing, and had to hold down a job on the Plumb- 


ers’ Gazette. 
At seven in the morning, Mr. Brown rose to 
lead the life and get it over. He tele- 


iterary, 
phoned to Bill Hupp and Oliver Jasselby to come 
to hia hotel at nine. He hustled out, and before 
the real-estate offices were open he had 
routed out the superintendents of three 
‘buildings, examined seven offices, and en- 
gaged one. He dashed by taxi toashop 
on Third Avenue which rents secondhand 
office equipment, and hired desks, chairs, 
Tugsand a dictation machine. He bought 
carbon paper, typewriter ribbons, boxes 
of paper, 

At nine he was prancing up and down 
his hotel room, planning a poem, 

Bill Hupp, the press agent, was an- 
nounced at nine-one, 

Mr. Hupp was built on the general lines 
of amotorvan. Heloomed into the room, 
glanced at Mr. Brown, chucked hia yellow 
chamois gloves and fur coat on the bed, 
cocked his long ivory cigarette holder 
N. W. by N., two points N., and boomed 
“Well, what's the sordid task? What am 
I to perpetrate on the public prints? Nice 
line about having organized a League for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to the Heathen, 
or just plain case of breaking into society?” 
“Neither. I want to be a literary genius.” 

‘My Gawd, you don’t want me. I can't help you. 
fa press agent, not a bartender.” 
jure. Iaavvy. I guew the game ix bunk. But 
I've got a girl who is artistic, and I got to follow suit, 

see? Me, I'ma lumber merchant. I never wrote any- 
thing in my life but ads and letters.” 
“Got ye. We'll put you acrom, I'm engaged. Salary, 
‘one hundred a week, and all we can drag down from the 
padded expense account. Name's Bill Hupp.” 

“All right. Now I want you to put me on to the very 
latent styles in literature. I don’t want to waste time on 
‘anything that ian't dead highbrow.” 

“Sure. Well, first, there's thin ers Wbre.”” 

“Hun?” 

“Why, rers libre—tree veroe—so called because it docan't 
pay. It's choppy stuff with no rimes or rhythm. Walt 
Whitman in kid gloves, You've seen it—this kind of 
poetry that you wouldn't know it was poetry if it wasn't 
printed that way. Then there's these one-act plays for 
little theaters, like the Hobohemian Players. The plays 
have either got to be grewsome—cheery little jamborees, 
like a murder in a morgue—or else highbrow kidding stuff 
taking off all the pli ich 


“Fine, Bill. Here's your first week's salary. Say, can 

‘ou buy me about twenty-five dollars’ worth of samples of 

his stuff, so we can model our own lines after them?” 
ight, boas. 

Oliver Jasselby did not float in till ten. Mr. Jassolby, 
the plot-hound, was x small little man with sandy hair and 
‘eyeglasses on a silk ribbon. He bubbled and squeaked 
when he talked. He agreed to deliver weekly at the office 
the following raw materials: One novel plot, four short- 
story plots, six ideas for vers libre, and one outline for a 
morbid play. 

When Bill Hupp returned with a consignment of the 
Intest novelties in high art, Mr. Brown and he planned the 
first publicity. Bill suggested that Mr. Brown’s first name 
bbe temporarily changed from Dennis to Denis. The news- 
Papers were to be permitted to ran modest notes to the 
effect that Denis Brown, the distinguished California poet 
and dramatist, had come to Ne ‘ork to live. Not that 
Mr. Brown did come from California, but California is a 
good safe place for geniuses, climate, and election returns 
to come from. 

When Bill had gone off to supervise the furnishing of 
their new office Mr. Brown waded into the sample lit- 
erature. By twelve, he believed that he had mastered the 
mechanism of the three forms of art. 

He saw that vers libre waa exactly like advertising, except 
that usually it was not so well done. ‘The rules were the 
same—short snappy stuff, breaking away from old phrases, 
getting a unified impression. Now Mr. Brown had written 
advertisements. He remembered his masterpiece: "Who 
in the bugaboo man who flags you every time you dream of 
the Little Cottage for Two? It’s your local builder! Let 
tus bully him for you, vox you'll get what you want, old 
top! Buy an Inland Portable Bungalow—you can clamp 
your eyes on it first, and know you're getting what you 
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wanta get—not what Mr, Local Builder thinks you think — “Me? Where? Why n 


here, can I, honey? ‘Though T must say t 
you want, ‘Then it's ho! for the Little House o° Dreams Why, I'm just a little rom N poem waa the f 
among the trees, with You and Her sitting out on the apolis Hon-eat-lee? Oh, what tile 
10 by 22 porch in the good old twilight dreamtime.” Please don't be so nis. 1 Ita Oh! . 
When he had completed this advertisement, two yenrs are finding your busines Ye 
before, Mr. Brown had been rendered violently ill by it I'l tell you about that want t Wh wh dl 
But it really had sold bungalows, and now he perceived know the news about Mrs nd Why, that's a wond , 
that it bad in it most of the ementials of these poems about Mr. , ‘ 
colora and twilight and mist and young women. No, I can't say I ¢ ly New ¥ I yewildered | 
gurds the little plays for little theaters, he decided Huh?” ad! ¢ and hear the Hi 
were exactly like amoking-car stories, related “Poor earnest souls—It using to t { we to-night, mi Mra. Saff 
with gestures and snickers—except, perhapa, that the trying to write M fron that writ 
smoking. ories were more mor Why, gee whiz, Yaotta, I thought aid they were Can-th T mean Shackle f 
And the final gasp in recent art, the Russian realistic much ink-pi Yes, She is the leader of the fig 
novels, resembled the detailed reporta on humber-tract Did 17 Would you like lemon or crean , ! 
conditions which Mr. Brown had made for lumber com- Mr. Dennis Brown had ig up a neat | Gindmee 
panies in his early were was the rame serious atten- the subway, and he ha oked he Come for me at seven. A : 
tion to dull deta heaviness of style, and the cynically. He smiled and f athe . 
a er's aalary Yeetta frowned, and r Olympian © wonder if T ever told you al . 
hortl to demand 1 Dora of th Mrs. F 
s.1 guessed. The reason why thene guys get What is it you find so amusing?" never fore E ' 
rature Is because no business man has taken “You, my child. It tickles m ar all you hig Y eI e nald a 
the trouble to go in and buck them, Oh, it’s a shame to use the word ‘amusing’ for everything from Mra. Pliff Le perceived that he waa ave 
take the money yellow vases with black apota tank in ing pace wit ' 
He telephoned to Bill Hupp, at the office. “Say, Bill, How amus— How pleasant be \ forgetting was much « place as 
if you mind, will you wtart press she sniffed. where the t 
stuff about a Russian realistic nov Zuprushin’? But she didn’t see 90 sure of herself hom r 
Who's he? The other thing is: 1 wonder ou ean be #0 bar y 6 . 
“He ain't yet as to aay ‘le at? T suppose ale aying » 
“Then how di him at the present second more than forty thousand poor bour . 6 had 
He's planning to come over here. His novels are being geois females are saying just tha epted by Direct Action. A 
translated into En He's an immoral old hound. — Yaetta completely forgot her su the For 
Primeval brute. His latest novel is a cheery thing called _yelped “Oh, you do, do you!” in.» man called he poe ¢ 
De ys when young Dennis Brown had hair ot He sat down on Y 
But what's the idea?” the little girl, Elizabeth Robinson and did a job of think bat 
“We'll write his novels for him. Bill, you listen to me: “Yes, I'msorryfor you. But, of courve, with this fright- e fire and t 
Inside of two months we'll have every highbrow in New ful handicap of com a weet of Chicago, you couldn't all regular licensed p but he di 
York talking about Zupr From what you tell me, expect ——" busine 
these New York littery genta don’t have time to rend any ‘Then you may be pleased to know, my dear Mr. Brow He had ob he title be had nov 
of these foreign authors—they’re too busy talking about that I have had a ve f you know what thai ‘was a favorite theme in © 
them. They don’t even buy the books. That's done by the accepted by Direct Action, the old, free maguzine at hues, He dashed t 
nice little old maids that overhear the talk. So the high- in America! and bought @ fashion magazine. On i 
brows won't dare to let on they haven't heard of any new That's bully! It happens that I have just had a vers the deseriptions of new gowns, a 
literary joker, and once we familinrize them with Brer libre accepted by Direet Action, also! words “taupe” and “beige.” Mr. B 
Zuprushin’s name, th about him. “I don't think it's very nice of you to joke abor I whether taupe was a watery pea-gree 
Yes, but say, boas Hello! Hello! Get—off—the— think you might congratulate me. th {a rabbit, and he did not x 
wire—willyuh, operator! But say, boss, what's the use of seta spoke plaintively. Again there was more than magazine he wrote mm. Be 
creating this Cossack cockroac hint of the little girl from Northernapolia and his hotel he stop elry « 
Why, when he ig I'll tell my girl T invented No, seriously, hon, I mean it. You see, the f ame of a gem ° 
him, and she'll k family genius brought me to New York aren't deals in lumb n about el pra 
Goteha. ideas! Since you left Northernapotis I have felt the call word Mr. B da e of 
Mr. Brown went out, humming. In four hours and a of literature, ton, and I have come here to H the hotel he ha poem t 
half he had made a 
arlystudy of all 
literature, created * 
he poet-dramatist 
Denis Brown, and - 
gently guided that Red th 
unfortunate child of th 
genius, Zuprushin, G 
through his boy 
hood, studenthood, M 
and the writing of 
his novel Dementia, wind 
For a person who hit 
had not been a li - 
erary gentleman till ~— 
seven o'clock that Cal 
morning, Mr. " 
Brown felt that he 1 
was not doing badly, A 


and he 
tling loudly when he 
arrived at Ysctta’ 


flat for tea c 
a b 
7SETTA'S fiat, 
on Morningside 
Heights, wasa some h 
what arty abode, ‘ 
There were curtains t 
and a couch cover t 
of gunny-sacking, r 
seven brass jar ' 
which held nothing ‘i 
in particular, can- ° 
dies which lighted t 
nothing at all, and v 
8 near-ailver perco- w 
Iutor which was out 2 
of order. be 
Yactta received < 
him with marked i 
you are rl 


here!” she surmistd 
by way of greeting 


© 
I 

WwW a 

pring 
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till he felt shredded. Behind them were babbling 


lene awoceri mantel oy eed ed 
“Some bunch!” said Mr. Brown weakly. 


Tame wae nn ter an hey ok hm 


so 


ie 


He 


; 


just imitations—society alummers, and 


“Oh, these are 
meh te 


ile 


abe, the editor of Direct Action, eame by and 


ba na 


Hun dane 
if 4] He THEE 
4 ye ee 


Th fy ; i apy E 


‘over to whisper to Mr. Brown: “I condole with you.” 
(Continued on Page 121) 
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